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cook, and all things that had brought about
Hector's birth.
Incensed, I drove him away with an enormous
pile of Expedition laundry, which I knew would
keep him busy for hours. Providing him with an
ample bar of soap, I sternly set him a time-limit on
pain of dire penalty.
Returning to the house a short time later, I found
him still sitting there, gazing dreamily into the
remains of the fire. I waited.
When his time-limit was up, I demanded our
laundry, a dangerous smile on my face, whereupon
Hector led me to long rows of immaculate, snowy-
white clothing drying on the near-by bushes. I was
dumbfounded.
The explanation was not long in coining.
Cornered, Hector haltingly admitted that, retaining
half the bar of soap for his own personal use, he had
bribed all the available Indian women with a gift
of the remainder and then lolled back idly while,
with breathless, sweating efforts on the banks of
the river, the women washed our clothes by beating
them on stones without the use of any soap what-
ever. Hector had gone into the laundry racket!
Our rafts were finally ready; but, before we
could get off, the rain come on in torrents. It was
a fortunate thing we hadn't started, as the rain con-
tinued without cessation for several days and
nights, bringing the river down in a heavy flood im-
possible for either raft or canoe to negotiate. This